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Thank you, Terry, for the kind introduction.  

Before I begin my speech, I would like to introduce my good friend, my coworker, and my traveling companion, Tim O’Hara.  Tim has his own business overhauling air cycle machines used in aircraft air conditioning systems in Paramount, CA.  But he finds time to work with me, and I appreciate that very much.  And today he is my projection technician.  

Fellow Propeller Specialists:

I believe I am qualified to say “fellow propeller specialists.”  That I am a propeller specialist.  I ought to be, for I have been in the propeller business for 65 years.

When I got invited to speak to you today, the first thought I had was on what subject?  Surely not propellers.  Good gracious, you are propeller people and the last thing you would want to hear about is propellers.  Certainly you would not be asking the question that I got from a guy I was talking to a couple of months ago.  He asked “How do them Lopellers work?”  Lopellers he called them. But in talking to the audience before me, I know I won’t have to explain how a Lopeller works.  

But what would be interesting?  Well, if I worked for Hamilton Standard for 52 years, I thought, there ought to be something I could talk about.  52 years.  With that many years with one company I should have worked up to be president.  I didn’t even come close. (pause) But I slept nights.  I’m still working on propellers and I have my own company, which I have named Conversion Technology.  I’ve had this company for about 10 years now.  I like what I’m doing and I hope it goes on forever.
It was in 1939 when I started work at Hamilton Standard.  An era when great things were happening in the aviation industry, all within a span of a few years.  It was the Golden Age of aviation.  Things were just getting developed in aircraft that today we take for granted.  Retractable Landing Gears.  Wing Trim Tabs.  Engine cowl flaps.  Automatic Pilot.  The demise of bi-planes, Four Engine Aircraft   Some even with six engines, or more.  Huge Flying Boats.  Some that could cross the Atlantic non-stop.
Double deck aircraft.  I remember once flying in a Boeing Stratocruiser, the one that had the lounge in the downstairs level.  I was flying from Seattle to Minneapolis.  I was having a drink in the downstairs level— complimentary in those days.  In a conversation with a chap next to me I asked,  “How long is this flight, from Seattle to Minneapolis?  I don’t know, he said.  I’ve been on this flight a dozen times or more, and I never noticed how much time it takes.  But I can tell you, it is just seven cocktails.              

With the multiengine aircraft came the problem of a dead engine.  It would windmill.  When it windmills, it causes a severe drag.  It might even tear loose from the airplane.  It was a safety issue.  Something had to be done.

The answer was a full feathering propeller.  The Hamilton Standard Hydromatic Propeller.  It had variable pitch, for engine constant speed control, but it also had the additional capability for the blades to go all the way to a feather position. In full feather the propeller not only stops the engine from turning, it also is a powerful aerodynamic brake.  It truly was, and still is, a great boon to flying safety.  I would believe that most of you know the HS Hydromatic propeller.        

They are still flying today, on aircraft like the DC-3.  They also are on most of the warbird aircraft that you know about.  At one time Hamilton Standard propellers were used on almost 100% of the commercial airlines, and about 90% of US Military aircraft.  It was their hey-day.

Here are photos of some of these aircraft.  The DC-3.  The military version of the DC-3, the C-47.  The B-17.  B-24.  B-36.  The Convair PBY Flying Boat.  The P-51.  The Sikorsky F-4U Corsair.  The B-25.  It was the B-25 that first took me overseas to Guadacanal in 1943.  But I will get back to that later.  DC-6.   DC-7.  Lockheed Connie.  I’m working on a big project on the Lockheed Connie right now, which I will tell you about later in this speech.
You might like to know how I got started at Hamilton Standard.  It was in 1939, as I just mentioned.  You just couldn’t get a decent job anywhere.  I got a scholarship at Marquette University, School of Engineering in Milwaukee that was good for two years.  I was trying very hard to stay in college but there were no jobs to be had.  I went back home to our dairy farm in Wisconsin, where I was born and raised.  I didn’t want to go back to the dairy farm to the job that I once had, picking up potatoes for a potato farmer down the road.  80 cents a day. (pause) 80 cents as day. But I did get my lunch.  

One of my brothers was working for Hamilton Standard in Hartford, Connecticut.  He invited me out to see him and said that I could possibly get a job at Hamilton Standard.  So I hitch-hiked out to Hartford, Connecticut, from Wisconsin, and the first thing I did when I got there was to apply at Hamilton Standard.  To my great surprise, I got called the next day to come in for an interview.  What did interviews consist of in those days?  Well, I don’t know.  But I can tell you, mine was different.  A guy named Charley Kearns, who was Chief Engineer then and eventually became president of Hamilton Standard, came down to the Lobby and handed me a sheet of paper in his hand.   I hear you have a couple of years in College Engineering, he said.  I jotted down a couple of engineering problems for you to work out.   Where’s your slide rule, he said. Slide rules were the thing then.  Hand calculators came much later.  If you were a student in Engineering, which I was for a couple of years, you carried a slide rules wherever you went.  Here’s the one I had.  But I didn’t have it along for this interview.  Never mind, he said, you can use mine.  Work these problems and I will be back down in 30 minutes.  

Well I can tell you I sweated hard on these two problems.  But I must have gotten them right.  The next day I was called to come in for work.  

It was on a Thursday, April 21st, 1939.  How could I remember this date?  I have never forget it, and I’ll tell you why.  It was my first meaningful job, and I almost lost it before I even started.  I showed up, right on time okay. But the first thing I was told to do was to go to the company doctor’s office for a physical.  But the doctor was playing golf that day, and I had to come back the next day, Friday.  This meant that I didn’t start work until Monday the 24th..  

When I arrived on Monday I was told to report to the Experimental Test Department.  See Bob Macintosh, the Test House supervisor..  R. E. Macintosh.  Great guy. But I didn’t know that then.  “Where were you?” he asked.  “You were supposed to be here last Friday.  I was getting ready to fire you before you even started.  Do you know what you missed?” he said.  “We were running an endurance test and if you were here you would have worked on Friday and come in on Saturday. You would have gotten overtime pay, on your second day of work.”  Later on, I figured out how much I lost by missing out on those two days of work.  Eleven dollars.  11 dollars, for 2 days work, including overtime. For me, in those days that was a lot of money.  I will never forgive that company doctor for making me lose those two days of work.  
Then, after chewing me out for being late, he said, where is your tool box.  No tool box? At that point I believe he must have thrown up his hands.  I asked for another man What they sent me.  A dumb college kid.  No experience. No tools, and three days late.

Well he took pity on me.  He loaned me his car to go into town, where I bought a set of Craftsman tools at Sears.  A set of sockets, some open end wrenches, a pair of dikes.  I still have that socket set.  Here’s a closed-end socket wrench and an extension to the ratchet from it.  It has a half-inch drive. 

When I got back with the tools, he said, “Go take the starter off the engine in Test Cell No 1.”  I’m sure he knew that I didn’t know what a starter looked like.

Well after I went in and began looking over the engine for a starter, t guess he took pity on me again.  He sent in one of his experienced mechanics, a real good guy, Bill Flynn. I got to know him very well later. He showed me where the starter was, and how to take it off.  And somehow I got through my first day of work at Hamilton Standard.  

I worked in the Test House for about two years and eventually became an engine operator, about as high as you can get in that department. An engine operator is like a crew chief.  We tested full-scale propellers on regular aircraft engines.  The P&W 1830. The Wright Aero 1820.  We used them for testing Hamilton Standard experimental propellers.  It was an interesting job.  Hamilton Standard was in the midst of developing a lot of different kinds of propellers then.  Even small propellers 4 or 5 ft in diameter. With automatic pitch change.  But they never made it in small propellers, as you well know.

As nice a job that it was, I got the idea that I ought to move on, perhaps to go out in the field as a field service engineer, and do some traveling in my young life.  How do I prepare for that, I thought.  I  know how propellers work and how to install them on an engine, but I don’t know how they get assembled.  I need to get that kind of experience, I thought, but how?  It would have to be by working nights.    

So I went to see the supervisor of the Assembly Shop in the main factory and said I would like to get experience in the assembly of a propeller, and if you will let me work on the assembly floor on the night shift I will work for nothing.  For nothing? He said.  Are you sure?  Yes, I was sure.  All right, he said, I’ll put you in as one of 3 guys in an assembly crew.  But you will have to punch in, and every day.  Not just when you feel like it.  You have six minutes to punch in here after you punch out in the test house and if you’re late you will be docked.  Docked? I said.  I’m working for nothing,  How can I get docked.  But I knew what he was saying.  I had to abide by the rules or the deal would be off.

The guys in the assembly crew that I got assigned to couldn’t believe it.  Look at this guy, they said, he’s working for nothing, nights, full-time. .You couldn’t do something like that nowadays.
Well, I did that for about three months, and I felt that I was now ready to take on a field service job.

I went to see Carl Schory, the Service Manager, and after a few sessions in the Service School I went out on my first assignment.  It was great.  Just what I wanted.  I did do some traveling, a lot of it.  

Then one day I was called back to the plant and was told to go buy an Army Air Corps officers uniform. WWII was on then.  You’re going overseas, they said, on a military assignment as a civilian propeller specialist.  We don’t know where, but it is going to be somewhere in the South Pacific.
Well it turned out to be Guadacanal.  But you couldn’t say Guadacanal at that time.  For security purposes, it was an APO number, number 110 I believe.  I became the first contractor’s representative to be assigned to the military overseas, I believe.  I wore an arm band that said TO.  Technical Observer.  That was my rank.  A lot of good that would have done if I ever fell into the Japanese enemy’s hands.  

But we were pretty far back from the front lines, and I felt safe.  The only thing we had to put up with were the Japanese bombers that would come over every night and we had to hit a foxhole.  Washing Machine Charleys, we called them.  They were twin engine aircraft and the engines were out of synch most of the time.  You could hear the beat—like that of a washing machine, even from the ground,  

Anyhow, as soon as I got there I was put to work.   There was a squadron of B-25’s there, and the propeller blades were getting chewed up by rocks picked up through the steel nettings on the runways and taxiways.  Here is a photo of the B-25.  As you can see, it has a nose landing gear that brings the propellers pretty close to the ground.  The blades were getting chewed up so bad that the pilots were refusing to fly them. They thought that at any time a blade might crack from the stone nicks and break loose from the propeller.  

So there I was,  They sent me over here. I’ve got to think of something.  There were no propeller shops.  No maintenance shops.  Nothing,  Just a row of aircraft with chewed up propeller blades. Well there always hand files I thought.  We will file out the stone nicks and catch the filings in a tarp on the ground, I told the guys, and try to file off the same amount for each blade. 

They caught the filings, all right, but where along the length of the blade did they come from?  What did it do to propeller balance?

Well it turned out that the B-25 was a forgiving airplane and could tolerate a lot of propeller unbalance.  When they revved up the engines, the cockpit was smooth.  We cleaned up the blades on one airplane, then another, and before long all of the airplanes were back flying and the pilots were happy.  I was a hero.  

I thought, now I can go back home.  But it didn’t happen. About then a half dozen squadrons of B-24’s suddenly arrived on the Island, and I got assigned to the B-24’s.  The B-24 actually was a good airplane.

There were more of them built during the War than any other aircraft..  A lot more than the B-17 Flying Fortress. that everyone hears about.    

So now I’m on B-24’s.  Nothing exciting.  Most of the problems were with the Eclipse Electric Heads on the governors.  The B-24’s taking off on a bombing mission were something to see.  They would take off one by one, and the first aircraft that took off would circle the field until they were all off the ground, and then they would go into formation.  They would fly in formation over the field and then leave on their bombing run.  When they came back, they were still in formation, and we could always tell if there was a missing airplane.  If there was, the next day, a special officer would collect the personal belongings of the crew and send them home via courier.  It was sad.  About that time Navy and Marine fighter aircraft started to arrive on the scene, formerly used on carriers, but now ground based, along  the chain of the Solomon Islands, used for strafing enemy bases.   They were F4U’s mostly.  The military cut orders for me to fly in military aircraft to make periodic visits to each squadron just to let them know that there was a Hamilton Standard representative around.  I didn’t have to do much.  Just bless the rounded out bullet holes in some of the blades that got hit from enemy fire.  

But on one occasion I did have to dodge Japanese machine gun bullets.  It was in Bouganville.  I was helping a Marine propeller mechanic with a dome leak on an F4U.  We were up on the work stand, when all of a sudden machine gun bullets came whizzing by.  Hit the deck, someone shouted.  You never saw two guys jump off a 10 foot high work stand faster than we did.  We lay flat on the ground for a few minutes and then everything became quiet and we went back to work.  But it was a scare.   

After nearly three years in the South Pacific, I got relieved by another Hamilton Standard representative and I could go home. Only thing, there were no aircraft of any kind flying that way.  You have heard General Macarthur’s famous remark, “I shall return”   So everything was directed toward the Philippines and not the other way.  But I got back home somehow.
Right after I got back home from duty in the So Pacific, Hamilton Standard assigned me to a B-29 group at Peterson Field in Colorado Springs, and I have to say, that was the best assignment I ever had.  Colorado is a tourist spot for the rich and famous and everyone flocks there during the summer. But now the War was on and people were not coming in to Colorado Springs.  There’s a beautiful hotel there, the Broadmoor.  Probably the finest in the country.  But it was sitting nearly empty.  To keep alive they took billets from the local military.  I got to stay there, in a Lanai Suite, overlooking the lake, for $110 a month.  $110 a month.  Ordinarily that kind of room would run perhaps $2000 a day.  Here I am, at $110 a month.
Unfortunately, it didn’t last long.  The B-29’s got deployed to Okinawa, and I was assigned to go with them.  The War ended soon afterward, and it was time to go back home.  But to get back from Okinawa was virtually impossible.  There was nothing going in that direction.  All we could do was wait.  I was in a tent, along with some other factory representatives, in so-called Officers Country and there was nothing to do for anybody.  Just wait and wait.  The B-29’s just sat on the ground.  

One day, the word went out to batten down everything.  A typhoon was coming our way.  A severe one.  Anchor down all your tent ropes they said.  A guy I sheared a tent with, Ray Latamore, a representative for Wright Aero Engines, and I decided to go one better.  We decided to dig a trench at each corner rope of the tent and bury deadmen. The guys in the other tents, mostly pilots and other flight officers were watching, and  they asked, What are you going to use for deadmen?  First and Second Lieutenants, Ray said,  The War’s over. Of course that didn’t go over very well. 
But they came to appreciate us, as it turned out.  It was a fierce storm, Typhoon Louise.  It blew wind and rain hard, really hard, all day and all night.  All the tents blew down, except ours. The deadmen  payed off.   Everyone scurried to our tent, and we had wall to wall army cots.  

The next day, it was something to see.  The Island was laid flat.  The native people weathered it all right, they were in caves in the mountainside.  Caves that they dug out to survive the awful bombing when Okinawa was taken back by the Marines.  We drove down to Naha, which was a seaport, and there we saw a  Navy destroyer that had been beached from the storm  I never knew that the hulls of those ships were so huge, until I stood next to one on dry land..  

Well after the excitement of Typhoon settled own we were back waiting and waiting.  One day we found that a C-46 cargo plane was leaving for Tokyo and Ray and I thought, let’s get on it.  We would have a better chance getting back to US from there than we would here. So we did. But we found that even in Tokyo there was a long waiting list for seats to the US. But we didn’t mind it, for we got to see Japan and how it was right after the War.  We traveled everywhere.    Not officially, but we sort of became a member of the Occupation Forces.  We were in uniform, of course, and if you were in the US military you could travel on any Japanese train totally free and stay at any Japanese hotel for almost nothing.  That was good duty.  It was a Japan that you would never see again, a Japan that had been struggling to keep the War going, and now there were at peace, welcoming Americans wherever we went.  

It was easy to buy things.  We didn’t need Japanese Yen.  We traded.  The Japanese people loved the US Military K-Rations. It was a sort of survival food kit. It was a waxed line box about the size of a cracker-jack box.  There was a small can of meat-Spam, of course, a hard wafer, a couple of cigarettes, and a bar of chocolate.  Like a Hershey bar.  Chocolettos, the Japanese called them.  You could buy almost everything with K rations.  I bought a set of fine Noritaki China tea set at the Royal Imperial Hotel gift shop, for a couple of K-rations and a carton of cigarettes.  We still have it at home.  Original, pre-war Noritaki China.  Almost priceless in today’s world.       

Well I finally got back home.  The War was over, and I’m back working as a field service representative in domestic US.  I got married and was stationed in the Los Angeles area.  A couple of years went by, we bought a new house, and on the day we were moving in, I got a call from the home office.  Sorry to upset your home life, Chet, but you will have to leave right away for Japan.  The Korean War was on.  There were C-119’s there are running into some severe propeller problems.  We have this dispatch from the Pentagon to send a man over there right away.  And we want a man, not a boy, the dispatch said.  So I guess that’s you, Chet.

The next day I was on my way to Japan.  The C-119’s there operated out of a base in Asisha, on the coast of the Japan Sea, separating Japan from Korea.  They were used for parachute drops over Korea.  The propellers on the C-119s had hollow steel blades, and they were developing cracks, from stone gouges.  I knew about blade cracks, for just before that when I was in the HS Los Angeles office I got a phone call that I will always remember.  The guy who called said that he was a pilot in the Marine Air Corps, he was at the Navy Base in Pt Mugu, CA, and he wanted to ask a question.  Are these blades supposed to bend back about half way along the length?  Bend back?  I said.  Stay right there.  Whatever you do, don’t start the engine.  

Well I dropped everything, got in my car and dashed out to Pt Mugu.  Sure enough, you could bend the blade back 90 degrees at about the 42 inch station.  It was cracked around both the leading edge and the trailing edge, and was just kept hanging by the face side of the blade.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.  I immediately scrounged up a spare propeller so that the marine pilot could get back to his home base, and sent the cracked blade back to HS for engineering inspection.

So when I arrived in Asisha, Japan, I knew what to expect.  Steel blade fractures.  The steel blades were okay if you inspected them after every flight.  You had to look for stone gouges.  If you found one, you would have to measure the depth of the gouge with a depth micrometer.  If it was deeper than .004 you had to round it out with a file.  If it was over .010 deep, the blade was scrapped.       .       

But I will have to say that the ground crews on the C-119’s were not that conscientious.  So the blades didn’t get inspected. And there were a couple of crashes.  One of the crashes occurred across the 38h Parallel battle line.  I was asked to go along with the crash investigation crew to try to determine the cause. A front line Marine pilot took us across the line in a helicopter. He landed near the site of the crashed C-119.  You have 10 minutes, he said.  In ten minutes I’m out of here. There will be machine gun bullets flying overhead, and I will be out of here whether you guys get back here or not.  Across the battle lines, the 38th parallel.  That’s when I asked myself, What am I doing here?  I’m a civilian.  There’s a war going on, and not only am I in the war zone, I’m also across the battle lines.  
But duty calls, and I carried on.  When we got to the crashed airplane, I found that about 100 yards away there was a loose engine with 3 and a half blades.  The half of the blade that remained in the propeller clearly showed a stone gouge that developed into a crack and a piece of the blade had broken off, and that tore the engine tore loose from the airplane.
I pointed that out to the Fairchild representative (Fairchild made the C-119’s), but he just passed it off.  Gyration broke the blade, he said.  He was more concerned with the engine mount that the propeller flew loose from.
It so happened that another C-119 crashed the same day, but it happened as the airplane was almost back to Asisha.  An engine tore off and the pilot crash landed the airplane on the beach.  But in that case the engine fell in some deep water and it couldn’t be determined what happened.   All you could see was what was left of the engine mount.  The Fairchild representative who went along for that crash investigation examined the engine mount and he also came to the conclusion (erroneously) that it was an engine mount failure, the same as what the Fairchild man who was with us had concluded.   
There is a saying, you can’t see the woods for the trees.  That sure was the case here.  The two Fairchild guys put in a phone call to their home office, stating that there were two crashes, both of them caused by a failure in the engine mount, they said, and that Fairchild should make a design change to the engine mounts.  Well Fairchild went along with it, and requested that all C-119’s be grounded until they could out with a redesigned engine mount.  Truly a hasty decision.   

Well that was their decision  and the Air Force went along with it. They grounded the C-119’s.  That’s what I mean when I said you can’t see the woods for the trees.  

Well it eventually turned out that I had a chance to prove it.  The C-119 aircraft were all sitting on the ground, and I felt that I had to do something about it.  After the aircraft get flying again, they will still have crashes. Knowing that the C-119 ground crews were doing nothing about the gouged blades I felt that I had to force the issue.  So I found a way to get to Tokyo, and I went to see the Chief of Maintenance in the FEAF, headed by General MacArthur.  I told him the story and I asked him if he would write a directive from his office to inspect the propeller blades on the C-119’s that were on the ground in Asisha. He agreed to do it, but I’m sure he said to himself, I’ll fix this Ham Std rep’s wagon, for creating such a rumpus on his propellers. In his directive he said that the inspection should be in presence of the local HS representative.  That was me, and it meant that I had to go around to every airplane to witness inspection of the propeller blades.  About 30 aircraft.  A big job.  

But it was worth it.  I was given a vehicle and I went up and down the C-119 flight line to show he crew chiefs how to inspect the blades.  I pulled up to one aircraft where the crew chief, having nothing to do while the aircraft were grounded, was painting the propeller blades black.  When I saw the propeller he was working on, I said, you can stop painting that blade.  Why, he said.  Look at it, I said.  It has a crack 3/4th around the blade.  Ohmygosh, he said.  He called the Eng’g Officer to come to look at it, the Eng’g Officer called his boss, a colonel or two came out in their staff cars, and for the first time, they saw what I was talking about.  They then went out in earnest to inspect the propeller blades.  I felt vindicated.            

Not long afterward, I came back home.  I got re-acquainted with my family.  I got sent to Seattle and was the HS rep at Boeing for 15 years.  Good duty.  While there, I also served duty as the district Hamilton Standard service representative in the Pacific Northwest.  In that regard, one day I received a phone call from a Lt Comdr at Whidby Island, which is just across the sound from Seattle.  He wanted to know if I could come out right away to be a member of the investigating party that was leaving for Kodiak Island to try to determine the cause of several crashes on their P2V aircraft.  Kodiak, if you would like to know, is a little island off the coast of Alaska, in the Aliutin chain.  Anyhow, come out tonight, he said, and I’ll put you up in the BOQ, and you’ll be on your way to Kodiak tomorrow morning.  Well, I went out there, and the next morning, a jeep took the flight crew and myself out to a P2V on the flight line.  As soon as we got there, the crew pulled out big duffel bags and started to put on some heavy gear.  What’s that? I asked.  They said survival gear.  Survival gear?  I asked.  What for?  Are you kidding?  The crew chief said.  If we had to ditch in those cold, Artic waters, do you know how long you’re good for without survival gear?  12 seconds.  Where’s mine? I said.  You’re a civilian, he said.  I said, civilian or not, if you’re good for only 12 seconds, I’m good for only 12 seconds.  I’m not going.  He said, you have to you’re on the manifest.  Oh, but I’m a civilian, I said.  Remember?  And I don’t have to go if I don’t want to.  About then, the pilot, a Lt Comdr, Lt Comdr White, came over and said to me, I don’t blame you Mr. Heth.  If I were in your shoes, I would do the same thing.  So what I’ll do is send the jeep up for a set of survival gear for you.

Well, the driver of the jeep came back and said that the storekeeper was ashore.  I gathered that was navy talk for he’s not there.  But I held my stand.  I’m not going.  Then Comdr White said to me, I’ll tell you what I’ll do.  I will change my flight plan and I will fly over land all the way there.  That way, we won’t need survival gear.  Here’s my duffel bag.  You may keep it if you want.  I said, no that’s not necessary and I hopped in the airplane.

We landed in Kodiak, and I never experienced so much wind in all my life.  It was wintertime, and the wind was blowing so hard that as soon as an aircraft landed there, it had to be towed into a hangar right away before the wind toppled it over.  As a matter of fact, if an airplane wants to land and there is no hangar space, it’s not allowed to land.  That’s how bad the wind is.

Well, I took a look at one of the propellers that was involved in a crash P2V and saw that it was in positive pitch, and therefore it was working okay.  I pointed that out to Comdr White and he agreed.  He said, “It’s two days before Christmas, there is a Marine C-47 leaving tomorrow morning for Anchorage, and I will write the orders so that you can get on it.”
Well the next morning I showed up at the hangar along with a couple of other people, and the pilot came over to us and said this.  “I want all of you to standby.  If there is a lull in the wind, I’ll give you the word.  You climb in the airplane right away and I will fire up the engines while the hangar door is being opened.  I’ll taxi right on out to the runway doing my pre-check on the way, and when we get there, I’ll pull the coals to it, and we’ll be off the ground before the wind starts up again.”
Well we did, and got off the ground okay.  A bit choppy, but when we got to altitude, it was smooth.  We got to Anchorage and I got on a commercial airliner flight back to Seattle.  I got home about 11:00 Christmas Eve, and I was glad to get back home for Christmas.  

But I’m afraid this talk has turned out to be a story of my life.  I had not intended for it to be that way.  Let’s get back to some experiences I had as a field service representative.

Well that’s enough about my experiences in the past as a field service representative.  Let’s talk about the present.  I would like to tell you about the project that I am working on now.  It’s a big project.  I’ve been at it for a couple of years and I still have a long way to go.  It has to do with the restoration of a Lockheed Connie aircraft.  I don’t know how many of you know the Lockheed Connie.  Lockheed built a lot of them.

First there was the L-649.  The first ones went to TWA.  After that came the L-749 and the L-1049.  The 1049 had a military counterpart, the C-121, that the U.S. Airforce used for a long while.  
The last Connie that Lockheed built was the L-1649 and, just about the time jets entered the picture.  The L-1649 was the best Connie that Lockheed ever built.  It had the triple tail, as did all of the other Connies, but it was long and had sleek aerodynamic lines.  Moreover, it had long range.  It was the first propeller airplane that could be flown across the Atlantic nonstop.  Lufthansa Airlines in Germany had a fleet of L-1649’s.  It was great for them, because as you know, they are an international airline and the L-1649 fit in perfectly.
But, as time went by, they were phased out, and Lufthansa started flying jets.  But they found one of their former L-1649’s in an open field next to a small airport in Auburn, Maine, and they decided to bring it back into flight status and use it for PR purposes.  They are calling it the Superstar.  They built a hangar for the airplane right on the field in Auburn so that they could work year-round.  They have been at it for three or four years already and probably won’t get it finished until a year from now.  They are pouring a lot of money into it, I can tell you, and when it gets finished, I’m sure you will hear about it.  Lufthansa will make sure that it will get a lot of publicity.
When they started the restoration project, the first thing they did was to contact Hamilton Standard to see if they would take on the job of overhauling and certifying the propellers and the other items that make up the propeller system.  Hamilton Standard replied that they are no longer in that business, but they could recommend someone in Torrance, CA, who they said probably knows more about propellers than anyone in the country.  Chet Heth, they said, and his company is Conversion Technology, and he would be your man.
Well all of a sudden, six propellers, four for the aircraft and two spares, arrived at my door.  I had them dropped off at a local propeller shop, and the next day eight big spinners showed up.  After that, eight brush housings, eight governors, a couple of synchrophasers, and a whole lot of stuff.  There are nine items that make up the propeller system in that aircraft.  Propeller Model 43H60-373.  Here you see them, all nine items.
Believe me, it wasn’t easy trying to get each and every one of these items overhauled and certified.  For the propellers, the only shop I knew that had the shop space for one of these large propellers and the experience was Hope Aero in Mississuaga, Canada.  We sent the propellers to them, and Terry, you are doing a good job.  But on the other items, who is still around knows this stuff?  Nobody.  There wasn’t anybody around that even had the overhaul manuals.  So I got together all of the manuals, the factory data, drawings sometimes, and started the search for someone to do the work.  A lot of different skills, and different shops.  It takes in mechanical, hydraulic, electrical, and electronic skills.
One of the problems that I had was to find someone that could do the governors.  They are new style governors, designed to accommodate the dual feathering lines that the Superstar has.  It also has all of the other functions of a late model governor, feathering, unfeathering, reversing, unreversing, and so forth, I found one guy at S&T Accessories in New Braunfels, Texas who still does governors, and after sending him all of the manuals on the 5AB23 governor, he said he can do them.  They came in for overhaul in a terrible shape.  There were no name plates, they were all corroded, inside and out, and it became a big job for S&T to overhaul them.  He’s done five so far and has three more to go.
The spinners.  It’s the old style, all-aluminum spinner, and over time and usage, the spinners were in horrible shape.  The aluminum shell was full of patches from previous repairs by the airlines, everything was corroded, and my first reaction was they are not overhaulable.  We’ll have to make new ones.  But Hamilton Sundstrand is no longer in that business, so getting new spinners is out of the question.  Fortunately, we found a guy in Glendale, CA who does metal spinning, and bit by bit, we have had portions of the spinner spun out, and still abide by the overhaul manual that permits replacing a cracked section of a shell with a new section.  The overhaul work amounts to a lot of riveting.  There are 975 rivets in one spinner.  Thank goodness we also found a good riveting guy in Long Beach, California, and that is where the spinners are now, putting on the finishing touches.
There are two synchrophasers in the system.  One is an all electronic unit, which picks up pulses from a coil and magnet system in the propeller slip ring assembly and sends signals to another black box called the electromechanical unit.  Nobody, but nobody, has ever overhauled synchrophasers like these two units, and for a while, we were stuck.  But then we found a guy in Moses Lake, WA, who has a synchronizer test stand that can be used to test synchrophasers.  So the two synch boxes went to Moses Lake, WA.
So little by little, I am getting everything done on the L-1649.  I love doing this kind of work, and I hope it goes on forever.
I’ll have to tell you, before I close, about one more incident that occurred to me.  It was in 1947, long after the War ended.  I’m at Eglin Field, in Ft Walton, Florida, working with a P-47 fighter group in the test of a Super Hydromatic propeller that Hamilton Standard was developing.  It was a propeller that didn’t have a dome.  There were some vane motors in the blade butts that changed the propeller blade angle.  Very high pressure, 3000 PSI.  It never went into production.    
One day I got a letter from the Draft Board.  The draft was still on, even in 1947, but shortly after that, it ended.  But not before they got me.  Report for a physical they said.  I went through a physical at a nearby military base and the next thing I get is an order to report for duty. You’re drafted.  Drafted, after having spent more that three years overseas, in uniform, assigned to the military.  It didn’t count in the eyes of the Draft Board.  So I asked Hamilton Standard, what should I do.  Sit tight, they said, we are doing something about it.  Well they did.  They told the draft people that I have been assigned to a project that is very critical to the Air Force’s next fleet of aircraft.  The B-35.  A propeller driven flying wing.  It was the predecessor to the B-2 Flying Wing that you see now and then, especially as a fly-over in the New Years Day parade in Pasadena, CA.  Here’s a picture of the B-35, and the B-2.

So I got excused from the draft, and had to hot-foot it to Edwards AFB where the XB-35 was being tested.  It had six counter rotating propellers, making it 8 propellers actually, and it also had the new design Super Hydromatic propellers.  That took me to California, in 1947, and except for two transfers to Seattle, a total of 15 years, that I told you about, I’m still living in California, in Palos Verdes, about 15 miles south of Los Angeles.      

I meant to mention one more thing that I have always experienced as a field service representative on propellers.  It has always surprised me some.  People in the aircraft industry will know a lot about a certain aircraft and they will know a lot about the engines on that aircraft, but they will not know much about the propellers.  On many of a time when I visit an air force base, I would of course make sure that I visit the propeller shop.  But then I would always make sure that I made my presence known to the Chief Maintenance Officer or sometimes the Base Commander.  Most often people at that level would see me just for courtesy, but I soon learned not to get into any detail on propellers.  I wouldn’t get much response.  They wouldn’t know what I was talking about, and they wouldn’t want to admit it.  It was embarrassing for them.  It was better, I learned, to be easy on them and not get into anything specific about propellers.  

Here is a thing that you will also find.  In a trade magazine, you often will find someone that gives details on a certain airplane.  They will list such things as wing span, gross weight, and so forth.  They will most often mention the specific kind of engine on that airplane, but hardly ever, almost never, will they list the kind of propeller that is on the airplane.  It appears that they just don’t know so they don’t list it.

If that be the case, then I want to say that here you are, all propeller specialists. You know propellers. You know something that very few people would know.  You are an elite group.  It makes me feel privileged o be talking to you.  Thank you very much for listening.  Thank you for this opportunity, and I hope I will have a chance to meet you in person tonight at the dinner.  

This concludes my speech.  And now if any of you have any questions, I would be pleased to answer them.  Anyone?
